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magistrate asked me into his tent, sat down on a
cushion and after inviting me to follow his example he
asked me what he could do for me.

I told him my story, producing a note, which I had
been prudent enough to exact from the motor-driver,
acknowledging receipt of the stones.

"Well/5 said the magistrate shaking his head, "we'll
have to look into this/5

Calling his servant, he ordered him to find the
accused and bring him along at once. The magistrate
and I were left alone in the tent. "His worship" sat
with his head in his hands, without speaking until,
about half an hour later, the servant returned with the
motor-driver.

As they entered the tent the magistrate raised his
head and fixing the man with a searching look said,
stressing every syllable:

"This man accuses you of failing to deliver to him
the postal receipt for a parcel posted by you on his
behalf. Is that true? And if it is, why did you do it?"

The defendant repeated the excuse he had already
made to me.

"You're lying/* the magistrate turned on Mm;
"you did not post the stones!53

The defendant dropped his arms despondently,

"I confess," he said, "I left the stones with a friend
in Kalgan/*

"Scoundrel 1" bawled the magistrate. "I shall keep
you in prison until the stones are returned to this
man/5

"Be merciful/9 whined the motor-driver.   "I must

[238]